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A Foreword Look Backward 


And also a foreword look forward. The reason for 
the title “The Elmtown Chronicles” is because this set of 
five booklets chronicles a series of events that span 23 
years. Volumes I and II take place in 1964, volumes III 
and IV in 1986, and volume V one year later in 1987. 

Volumes l and II are one work, while 111, IV and V 
can stand alone. However, the best way to read “The 
Chronicles’ is in sequence. Nevertheless, if the reader 
starts with Volume III, he will find a work that is com- 
plete, in and of itself. If I’ve done my job properly, the 
reader will not be puzzled about what is going on due to 
omissions of pertinent information that were in previous 
works. 

On the other hand, the reader might not care about 
what happened in the earlier works that led up to the 
present situation in Volume II. That is why I deliberately 
chose to keep a lot of the background information to a 
minimum. However, I did want something that would 
run through the series and unify them, which became an 
‘it’. Instead of a something, I selected a someone, the ‘it’. 
Consequently, the device I used to tie all five works to- 
gether became a person: Martha. In Volume I she started 


out as the widow Mrs. Martha Jones. At the end of Vol- 
ume 11 she became Mrs. Martha Doyle. In the three re- 
maining works she stays Mrs. Doyle and personifies the 
unifying theme from which other themes are developed. 
But she never acts as a catalyst. And this is an important 
point. Webster’s Twentieth Century Edition defines a 
catalyst as: ‘A substance which either speeds up or slows 
down a chemical reaction, but which itself undergoes no 
permanent chemical change thereby. The mischief a cat- 
alyst can do is portrayed by George Sanders in the movie, 
“The Picture of Dorian Gray’. Oscar Wilde’s work 
showed how a person can stay detached and not get 
emotionally involved, yet give advice to other people 
which, when carried out, results in tragedy. These cata- 
lysts are emotionally dead and hate to see other people 
live life with passion and meaning. They become walking 
vipers and their cynicism is the verbal bite that poisons 
the unwary mind. Whatever else can be said about 
Martha, she does get involved, especially emotionally. 
In conclusion, I would like to discuss direction. 
When it comes to characters in a work, writers have ba- 
sically two approaches. The first is where the people are 
defined, outlined and controlled from beginning to end. 
However, I prefer the second, which is when each char- 


acter is allowed to meander throughout the work in the 
first draft. Ihe person either develops or disintegrates, 
but whichever happens, they change direction and carry 
the writer along for the ride. It’s editing that gives co- 
herence to this form of written chaos. So there! 


— From Nom D. Guerre. 


CHAPTER FIFTEEN 


The Promoter 


‘It’s Showtime’ was printed on the business card. 
“Henry Burke, Producer of ‘It’s Showtime’,” said the fat 
man as he pointed to his name and title on the card. 

“So I see,” said the School Board President. Mrs. 
Martha Doyle continued, “I understand you put on 
wrestling exhibitions incorporating unusual flooring ma- 
terial, instead of the usual canvas.” 

“Right you are, Mrs. Doyle. We use mud, oil, Jello, 
milk, yogurt, whipped cream, you name it, we'll use it.” 

“Humph, seems you're as heavy into dairy products 


as your eroticism. What you're saying is, if we send one 
of our local milkmaids in against your girls and our 
cream puff gets creamed, she becomes whipped cream.” 

“Haa haa haa,” he laughed. “That's good. Got to re- 
member that, cream puff beaten into whipped cream. 
Great idea.” 

“It wasn't that funny, Mr. Burke.” 

“I know, Mrs. Doyle, but PIL say anything to get to 
use your high school auditorium tomorrow night.” 

“Well, I admire your honesty. Everyone in this town 
sucks up to me. I see you are offering a fair amount of 
rental for the one night. We can sure use the money for 
athletic equipment. Mr. Burke, you have got yourself a 
deal. Youd better get hustling and let everyone in this 
county know youre here. I suggest the local radio sta- 
tions in each town. This looks interesting, and I guaran- 
tee the school will do its part in the gymnasium setup. 
One favor though.” 

“Yes, Mrs. Doyle. What is that?” 

“Take it easy on the Jello purchases. After looking 
at the plans for the size of this wrestling pit, well, all I 
can say is we only have one supermarket in town that 
can supply that quantity of Jello. You can easily clean 
Elmtown out of cheap desserts for a week.” 


“Jello’s out.” 

“I was being facetious, Mr. Burke.” 

“I wasnt. Jello's out, oil’s in.” 

“No old fashioned mud wrestling?” 

“Trust me, Mrs. Doyle. Oil's in.” 

“You've cleaned up the sport, so to speak.” 

“Ha ha, cleaned up the sport. You're a real charac- 
ter.” 

“I have that reputation.” 

“That’s why I came straight to you.” 

“And thank you for being straight with me. Good 
luck Mr. Burke.” Little did he know how lucky he would 


become on Friday. And Saturday. And Sunday. 


CHAPTER SIXTEEN 


It's Showtime 


The radio stations got the word out. They charged a 
small fee for the spot announcements, ‘if’ they could in- 
terview the girls. Burke wasn't that bright, but he was no 
fool. All Thursday afternoon and all day Friday he hauled 
his troop to each town’s local radio station. All of the an- 
nouncers were glad to talk about a variety of dairy prod- 
uct that was new to this part of Indiana - Cheesecake. 
The kind that talked. These girls represented the sinful 
east coast of New York City and were heading towards 
the land of milk and honey. And nuts. With the em- 


phases on the nuts: Los Angeles. The DJs had a field day 
and consequently, the Elmtown high school auditorium 
was packed that Friday night. 

The first two opponents entered the gym. One girl 
then started to dance to music that was piped through 
the building's loudspeakers. As she moved past the front 
rows that formed the four sides surrounding the 
wrestling ring, she slowly stripped off her clothes. By 
teasing the front row spectators she was able to get them 
to open their wallets. This was accomplished without her 
saying a word. There was no need because her vocabulary 
consisted of body language and everyone in the audience 
sure got the word. Actually, more than the word was out. 
Her body was so voluptuous and nimble that complete 
sentences were wordlessly conveyed to the men. Their 
feminine mates were also composing complete sentences, 
but they kept their cursing descriptions of what they 
thought of the wrestlers to themselves. They realized 
everyone was here for a good time and they weren't going 
to spoil it with wifely carping. 

By using only suggestive body language she let them 
know that if money was offered, the garments would 
come off faster. Quickly she was down to her one-piece 
fight suit. When the second girl did the same routine the 


men were down the learning curve, and the money 
flowed faster, enabling the second girl to strip to her 
wrestling togs in record time. 

Then came the introductions, naturally, by Henry 
Burke. 

“Ladies and gentlemen. The first contest will be two 
out of three falls of oil wrestling. No time limit. On my 
left, with soul as black as her skin; dishonorably dis- 
charged from the United States Marine Corps for in- 
corrigible meanness, 1 give you Corporal Punishment. 
Although her last name is Smith, it should be Nasty. 
When standing, she's five six and weighs 135 pounds. 
When sitting on you and twisting your arm into a pretzel 
she seems six five and weighs 531 pounds.” Ihe audience 
really laughed at this. 

“On my right, the only part that’s yellow is her skin; 
dishonorably discharged from the officer corps of the 
South Korean army for meanness to incorrigibles, Major 
Punishment.” [he audience began to suspect some racist 
overtones and the slim thread of the criteria for Show- 
time recruitment. 

In three words: They loved it. 

“Her last name is Lee but it should be Torment. 
When standing, she’s five seven and weighs 140 pounds. 


When sitting. No, I can't bare to tell you. It's much too 
gruesome.” Strangely enough, this got just as big a laugh. 

After Henry explained the inane rules the girls went 
at it. They flopped and slithered about for 10 minutes 
until the Negress won the first one by fighting dirty; 
which is rather difficult in the golden colored Pennzoil. 
If they were wrestling in black Arco Graphite Oil, that 
would be a different story, and color - at least for Lee. 
Anyway, her tactics made the Korean the good guy (girl?) 
and she won the next two falls. Just about everyone was 
rooting for Lee. They especially liked the part where she 
sat on top of the Negress, grabbed her hair and used it 
to wham her head onto the pit’s oiled floor for a knock- 
out. 

The knockout won the match for the Korean and 
everybody was happy about the result. Except one. 

A man fatter than Burke had obviously been drink- 
ing earlier in the day and had continued to drink beer 
throughout the show. He stood up. “That black woman 
was robbed! ‘This fight’s fixed!” He finally came to the re- 
alization that everyone else already knew from the be- 
ginning. He was ignored. He didnt like that. “Did you 
hear me? ‘The fucking fight was fixed!” That did it. There 


were women and teenagers present and the men let him 


have it - verbally. 

“Dunsmore. You're acting like a bigger ass than 
usual. Will you shut up!” shouted one of the burly farm- 
ers. 

“The fuck I will, the only woman who can fight is 
the black woman. The slant eye cant even act, let alone 
wrestle!” 

Things were getting mean and Burke had a sure fire 
way of calming things down. “Sir, if you think this match 
was fixed, do you have anyone from the audience who 
will step into the oil pit with Corporal Punishment and 
fight her for a winner-take-all bet of $1000 that Pll put 
up?” 

Drunken Dunsmore went silent, as did the crowd. 
Pleased with himself for defusing the situation, Henry 
was thinking of when they got to the next town he would 
plant some guy in the audience and have him say the 
match was fixed. The announcer would make the $1000 
challenge and another plant, one of his girls, would come 
down and accept the challenge. 

“T will,” said a female voice from the audience. 

He spun around, “What was that?” was what he said. 
What he thought was, “I’m getting my wish too soon.” 

“I will,” repeated the voice. 


“Will what?” he shouted. 

“TU wrestle her for the $1000,” persisted the voice. 

Now he was worried. “Stand up, will you please.” He 
was thinking that this girl could be a ‘ringer’. A ringer is 
a professional lady wrestler who works out with weights 
and pretends she is an amateur. In other words, a big 
strong woman who knows her stuff and has the strength 
to make ground mincemeat out of one of his girls. She 
stood up and he could see she was a tall blond, but no 
Amazon, much to his relief. Henry quickly countered, 
“The match has to be in the nude.” 

“Why is that?” interrupted a distinguished looking 
man who stood up, right in front of the announcer. 

Still thinking on his feet, he answered, “To show 
their sincerity. We have challengers all the time. When 
they get into the oil pit they wrestle pitifully. It’s a pitiful 
embarrassment to everyone. Fighting nude sweeps away 
the chaff. Only the wheat enters the pit.” Burke was lying 
but hoped nobody would catch on. 

Someone else piped up, “So if our girl gets whipped, 
she'll be creamed wheat.” Ihe crowd roared with laugh- 
ter. 

This was alright with Burke because it took away the 
angry tension that had been a-building in the building. 


“Right, creamed wheat.” He faked a laugh. ‘Then he 
thought, “The only thing stranger than this town is their 
humor. Cream this, cream that. Must be a dairy commu- 
nity.” 

“I think the nudity thing is a red herring. You made 
an offer and someone accepted. You cant go adding con- 
ditions after a deal is made. Not in this town anyway.” 
The man wouldn't shut up, nor sit down. 

“Especially in this building,” added another man, 
who was sitting next to him. 

“One at a time,” answered the promoter. “Are you a 
lawyer?” he asked of the standing man. 

“No, just a farmer,” he answered. 

“A gentleman farmer. That's one who keeps his word, 
which is better than yours,” his companion sitting added. 

“Pm going to cut through all this, here and now.” The 
farmer looked up into the stands, “Cynthia, come down 
here.” While she was working her way down the stairs 
he turned back to Burke. “I'm going to make you an offer 
you cant refuse.” 

Henry interrupted, “What's your name?” 

“Alphonse Genovese.” 

“Tm listening,” was Henry's quick reply.” What he 


said were two words. What he was thinking was one 


word: Mafia. 

“I know what you're thinking.” The Italian’s assump- 
tion was wrong, but he continued anyway. “You're afraid 
she's a ringer. 1 know her and she wrestled in high school, 
and that's the extent of it. A local girl who's never been 
to the big city. I think she is willing to fight for that 
money to enable her to see what the rest of the world is 
like. Ah here she is.” He put his arm around her in a pro- 
tective fatherly way. Almost a godfatherly way. 

“Thanks for sticking up for me, Alphonse.” She 
looked fondly at him, showing no trepidation. 

“Cindy, do you want to fight one of those girls for a 
thousand bucks.” 

“Yeah, but not naked.” 

“Tell you what, Henry,” began Genovese, but he was 
cut short. 

“How d you know my name?” The promoter was get- 
ting very worried. He determined a broken kneecap was- 
nt worth a lousy thousand clams. 

“I make it my business to know everything in this 
state, Mr. Burke!” He looked at the two shocked girls, 
still standing in the pit. “Would you two come over 
here?” They promptly complied. He turned his attention 
to the manager. 


“Is there somewhere all of us can talk privately?” 

“Uh, sure.” He waved his assistant over. “Maggie, 
take over for awhile. Get the next match going. I'll be 
back.” ‘They all marched into the gym director’s office. 
The Italian started the discussion off as he spoke directly 
to the Black wrestler. “Here’s his proposition. Your boss 
here has made an offer of a $1000 wrestling match with 
this girl. One fall, winner-take-all. Anyone game?” Both 
girls looked at their employer. His eyes let them know 
that he was ‘in deed’ their employer, and they were in the 
middle of Indiana, and he controlled the transportation. 

“Thanks, but no thanks,” replied the Corporal. 

“Same here,” said the Major. 

“I understand the reason for the refusal. That was his 
proposition. Now here's my proposition. Why don't we 
make the match for five falls. The first win is worth $100. 
Each additional win by the same girl will double the 
amount she last won. I’m doing this in my head so cor- 
rect me if I’m wrong. The most a girl can make if she 
wins five straight is $100, plus $200, plus $400, plus 
$800, plus $1600, which totals $3100. Is that correct?” 
The eyes of all three girls were bugging out as they an- 
swered in the afhrmative. 

Then the farmer’s companion walked up to the 


group. “Al, the problem with that is one of these girls 
could win all five straight. The loser gets nothing. To sat- 
isfy the concerns of Mr. Burke and the potential five fall 
loser, Ill kick in a thousand bucks to the loser if Burke 
pays the winner a thousand bucks, on the condition the 
girls fight nude.” 

“Mister, you've got a deal,” said an excited Corporal. 
Everyone turned towards her and could almost swear 
they saw the potential $4100 figure dancing in each eye- 
ball. Then they collectively turned towards Cynthia 
Adams. 

“You bet your ass, I will.” 

Alphonse smiled. “I think it was you who just bet 
her ass.” 

Cindy giggled, “I guess you're right.” 

“May I ask one thing?” Burke was relieved. Ihe most 
he would have to pay out would be $1000. If Smith lost 
all five falls she would still get a thousand dollars, which 
he would take away from her. That would make up for 
the thousand he was bound to give the winner. If the 
Negro won then he would give her his thousand dollars 
which she would later have to give back to him. Smith 
knew this from the start, as did Alphonse’s companion. 
As far as Henry was concerned, she could keep the rest 


of any winnings from the contest. But there had to be a 
way for him to make some money from this confronta- 
tion. 

“Of course,” replied Al's companion, Stanley. 
“Where is this going to be held?” asked Henry. “I sup- 
pose somewhere private, restricted to those who have a 
financial interest in the outcome,” answered Alphonse. 
“Let me contribute.” 

Both girls looked at their employer. Lee said, 
“Henry, are you talking about contributing money?” 

“What else is there?” he snapped. “It’s usually ad- 
vice,” added Smith. 

“All right already. Pll kick in an extra $100 to the 
winner of each fall.” 

“That's $500, Henry. What's the catch?” asked a 
skeptical Smith. 

“Only two. First is submission only, no pins. Each 
girl has to force a submission from the other.” 

“That's dangerous Mr. Burke,” said Adams. 

“I know, so as an added inducement to prevent dis- 
located arms, shoulders and choke holds, it has to be a 
feminine submission. 

“Hell, Pl submit to either one of these girls by any 
form of feminine submission their furry little minds can 


conjure up,” reported Stanley. 

“Be serious, Stanley. What in the world is feminine 
submission?” asked a very curious Adams. 

Smith spoke up, “It's when one girl attacks another's 
feminine parts.” 

“Oh my god,” blanched the blond. 

Lee then added, “It's not as bad as it seems. It’s 
mostly squeezing the other girl's breasts until she gives 
up. From the look of yours, they're firm and big enough 
to take it.” 

Then the promoter added, “As I said, feminine rules 
prevent major injury.” 

“How about minor injury to my chest?” retorted 
Cynthia. “Injury is injury, and the pain is major. You want 
a hurting wrestling match. No, it’s not that, you want a 
mauling match.” 

“TI tell you what, [’ll back off. If you use a full nelson 
to get a submission, fine. If either girl decides she has got 
the other in a position to squeeze out a feminine sub- 
mission, Ill pay her a hundred bucks for that fall. That 
fair?” Henry stared at Adams. 

“Deal,” she replied. 

“Henry, you said there were two conditions. What’s 
the second?” asked Stanley. 


“It takes place in this gym tomorrow night and I get 
to charge admission.” 

“No way!” said Alphonse. 

“Let's see what the girls say.” He looked at the 
Negro. 

“Smith?” She shrugged her shoulders and agreed 
with Burke. Then he looked at the blond. “You're willing 
to fight nude in front of a half dozen people. Why not a 
crowd of a couple of dozen. It’s only a matter of degree.” 

“Yeah, the matter of this degree will be a boiling 212. 
Im the one who's going to be in hot water in this town. 
And speaking of degrees, I’m going to get the third de- 
gree from everyone in Elmtown.” 

“Forty-one hundred will get you out of this town, 
for good,” he countered.” 

“If I win,” Cindy snapped defensively. 

“You wouldn't have volunteered in the first place if 
you didnt think you could win. You were taking a chance 
of being humiliated in front of all of your friends wearing 
a one-piece suit. It really can't be any worse if you lose 
without it. Were talking four thousand one hundred big 
ones here.” The blond turned towards her potential op- 
ponent and measured her with her eyes. “I can take her. 
Let’s do it!” 


“Tim not so sure, Burke,” interjected Genovese. 

“Sure about what, that Adams can take Smith. You 
said you saw her wrestle. You know the answer. If it’s 
money, lll tell you what. I was going to be here only for 
tonight. “There's not enough of a population in the area 
to support a second night of oil wrestling. But this will 
pull the crowd back in and PI kick in an extra $1000 for 
the winner. To show my appreciation, I'll pay both of you 
back the money you put up from paid admissions. Less 
expenses, of course.” 

“And we know how expensive expenses can be,” said 
Al. 

“And I know how expensive medical treatment is 
these days. I won't screw you, Mr. Genovese.” Al then 
nodded agreement. 

“Let's get it on,” blurted out an excited Smith. 

“All right!” exclaimed Burke. “Let's do it!” 

As they all trooped out of the gym office the Indiana 
godfather motioned to the Corporal to stay behind. 

“Were you really dishonorably discharged from the 
marines?” asked the skeptical farmer. 

Punishment laughed. “Hell no. It's all hype invented 
by Henry. Never been close to a military base.” 

“What’s the real name, then?” 


“Bambi Smith. Really. My mother saw the movie 
when she was pregnant with me and vowed to name her 
child Bambi.” 

“Good thing you weren't born a boy. 

“Yeah, be tough on a guy named Bambi. Anyway, 
Burke figured Bambi didn't sound ferocious enough, so 
I became Corporal Punishment Smith. Did the same 
with Lee. She was born in America. Seattle. Parents are 
Korean but Lee’s never set foot in the place. Her real 
name is Rose Lee.” 

Alphonse laughed, “Fiction is stranger than truth.” 


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 


False Start 


“It wasn't supposed to start like this,” thought Cyn- 
thia Adams as her face was surrounded by black. She was 
literally seeing black and figuratively seeing red. Actually, 
the skin color of the woman whose thighs and lower 
torso were damped around Cindy’s head was dark brown. 
The only black was the Negro’s coarse pubic bush that 
was scraping the blond's face every time she moved her 
head. It had the texture of a hairy Brillo pad. Although 
the Negress was sitting on her face, that was not what 
was on Cindy’s mind. It was the color red. Seeing red 


was the anger and humiliation in her mind of finding 
herself pinned as she was. “And not even one minute into 
this stupid match.” Adams tried to move her arms. “No 
good, dammit. She's pinned my arms. Shit, now she's 
squeezing my tits.” 

“You're not getting out of this one, sucker,” shouted 
Corporal Punishment Smith. She was maddeningly 
right by holding each of her foe’s arms between the inner 
portions of the lower thigh and upper calf. This freed her 
hands to squeeze out the first submission of the fight. 
“Think Pll take my time. Give these yokels their money’s 
worth.” The Negro kept this thought to herself as she 
grabbed a milk-white breast in each brown hand and 
started to knead the soft flesh as if it were bread dough. 
Her opponent started thrashing about with her lower 
body and legs, but it was for naught. By sitting on the 
blond’s face and holding her arms between her legs, Cor- 
poral prevented any freeing movement by the upper 
torso. Pinned as she was, Cynthia’s exposed chest was 
easy meat, which was being painfully consumed by feast- 
ing fingers. Soon they grew bored and attacked the yield- 
ing mounds in earnest. Hurtful earnest. 

“Oh my God, she’s ruining me,” thought Cindy. 
However, Adams had other things on her mind besides 


Smith’s rear. She was finding it difficult to breathe. The 
all-consuming brown flesh covered her mouth and nose 
and the only way she could suck in any air was to turn 
her head to the side. But every time she did, those brown 
thighs would first tighten, then slam inward and drive 
her face to the upright position again. 

She was thankful about one thing. Just before the 
start of the match Mr. Burke had told the girls that this 
was going to be an intimate fight. Cindy wasn't quite sure 
what he meant but it was obvious that Corporal did. He 
told both girls to go to the gym’s shower room and take 
a thorough shower, with the emphasis on internal parts. 
Cindy suspected what he meant and was now grateful 
that Smith had also complied. 

Both girls washed with a liberal use of Dial soap, in- 
side and out. As Adams did so she also watched her op- 
ponent scrub down, and up, and concluded that she may 
be a dirty fighter but she was a thoroughly dean dirty 
fighter; 1f that made any sense. She didnt know if the 
promoter was fastidious or just believed the old cliche 
that ‘cleanliness was next to godliness’. Whatever the 
reason, she was grateful. She could smell the soap residue 
that covered the dark brown flesh and realized not 
enough time had passed for either girl to work up a sweat 


and slough off the protective deodorant. It was good for 
the nose but not good for the lungs because the still dry 
skin prevented Cindy’s face from sliding around for air 
openings. Then she thought about biting into her oppo- 
nents sensitive femininity but quickly exorcised that 
thought from her mind by realizing all Smith had to do 
was sit up and she would be out of range. In contrast, 
Cynthias breasts would still be in range and Corporal’s 
retaliation would probably be punches to them. That's 
what Adams would have done if the situation were re- 
versed. Then she stopped thinking and started shouting, 
“I give, you win, dammit.” 

But turnabout is fair play and during the second fall, 
Cynthia got her revenge. While all this was happening, 
the following is what Smith was thinking about as she 
found herself flat on her back at the beginning of round 
two. 

“Christ, this honky is fast,” thought the Corporal as 
she was seeing white and red. Ihe white was the color of 
the skin of the inner thighs and buttocks that were 
clamped around her head. ‘The red was the indignation 
in her mind for taking her opponent too lightly. Smith 
had seized the initiative early in the match which al- 
lowed her to throw Adams to the canvas and squeeze out 


the first fall in less than three minutes. Her plan was to 
quickly break the blond's will to fight by the combination 
of aggressiveness and humiliation. Then the next four 
falls would be hers by a continuous relentless attack, 
hammering away at Cindy to crumble her resistance. It 
was a good plan. The only problem was the blond didn't 
cooperate. She had refused to give up after her mortify- 
ing first loss, and was now bending over backwards, lit- 
erally, to even the score. Which, in this match, was by 
grabbing both of the Smith's breasts and crushing out a 
submission. 

When Adams grabbed hold of Smith's chest, the 
Negress was gripped by the realization that she was in 
for a long and painful night. This was no pushover she 
was facing. Ihe only decision left to her was to submit 
now as she felt the white fingers sink into her flesh, prob- 
ing for her milk glands, or tough it out and let her op- 
ponent know how much pain she was capable of 
withstanding. Resistance was now totally useless. 

The smart thing was to submit before any more 
damage was done to her femininity. The Negress was 
amazed about how soft and hard the blond could be si- 
multaneously. Cynthia’s golden brown pubic hair was 
soft as it rubbed against Smith’ face. 


“It’s not hair, it’s fleece. This lamb is leading me to 
slaughter,” thought the Corporal. The hard white fingers 
were commencing to slaughter the brown chest, and 
Smith’s “I give,” ended the second fall and first loss for 
Corporal Punishment. It was ‘in deed’ going to be a long 
night - for both girls. But first we should go back to that 
morning. 

And speaking of starts, this one seems to be a false 
start. Perhaps this work should start at the start. 


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 


In The Beginning 


The two girls’ history of wrestling were as distinct as 
their color. As was their motivation. 

A generation ago, Mrs. DeWall, as President of the 
Elmtown school board, was able to ram through the 
adoption of elective intramural girls wrestling. After she 
died, Mrs. Martha Doyle became head of the board and 
expanded female contact sports to include boxing. As a 
concession to the parents, both contact sports were 
strictly voluntary and limited to high school seniors. By 
then it was felt the girls had arguably reached the age of 


knowing what they wanted and were willing to accept 
the consequences plus the occasional concussions. Vol- 
unteers got full credit for their physical education classes 
and it was quietly understood that those who joined ei- 
ther team, and stuck it out, would get at least a B grade. 
In addition, those girls who made the intra-school finals 
against the rival Oaktown school team would win a sure 
A grade, even if they lost the match. 

The history of pride and self-assurance of the girl 
graduates were not lost on the Oaktown school board. 
They adopted the same program and twice each year fe- 
male teams from both schools would travel the 50 miles 
to meet for the inter-school finals. ‘The first intermural 
meet would be held during the winter and the second, 
just before graduation. 

For the girl boxers, over the years, a black tradition 
for the mostly white graduating seniors was established. 
During commencement, many a girl would receive her 
diploma while proudly displaying a black eye. In actuality 
the true color of the bruise was blue or purple. 

The girl wrestlers could only display red chafed ears. 
Not nearly as apparent on the commencement stand. 

Cynthia Adams was as proud of winning the cham- 
pionship against the Oaktown champion as her receiving 


the diploma. At graduation, her red ears were her red 
badge of courage and represented the only A she received 
in her senior year of high school. She wasnt stupid, only 
an underachiever. Ihe most effort she ever put into a 
class was in the wrestling squad. If she had put the same 
effort into the rest of her classes she cou 1d have gone on 
to college. But she didn’t, and now was stuck as a coun- 
tergirl in the Elmtown Drugstore and bored out of her 
mind. That is the explanation she gave for her bizarre be- 
havior of appearing in a nude wrestling match. Most of 
the townsfolk didn't buy this explanation. 

However, there were some townspeople who were 
enlightened enough to understand and approve of what 
Cynthia was doing. They understood that the two proud- 
est moments in her young life were her high school grad- 
uation and winning the area’s wrestling championship. 
There was no chance of a graduation repeat since she had 
no desire to go to college, so the only other triumph she 
could re-enact was on the wrestling mat. 

There was one other inducement. Ihe manager of 
the mud wrestling team told her that if she won, he 
would include her in his troop; and by becoming an ac- 
tive mudwrestler he would pay all the transportation, 
motel and food expenses until they got to Los Angeles. 


Then she could stay or leave. This was her chance to get 
out of town because after tonight the snickering would 
be humiliating. At first she accepted the challenge as a 
lark, while her parents thought this lark was for the birds. 
However, the fight had now become her vehicle of Elm- 
town escape. This was a fight she had to win. 

This match was no lark for the Black. The vultures 
of poverty were circling and this was the big money. For 
her it was a matter of economic survival as she was fig- 
uratively earning birdseed wages. True, the manager paid 
for all living and transportation expenses but that didnt 
leave much left over for her. She was eating decently and 
the motels weren't too bad, but the chance for the big 
bucks were in Los Angeles. And that was half a conti- 
nent away. 

As the cigarette commercial said, “You've come a 
long way baby”. The Negress had come a long way. Al- 
most a thousand miles behind was Boston, where she 
grew up. The father had deserted the mother when she 
was a baby. Ihe poverty and grim neighborhood made 
existence a struggle and it was a fight to earn her 
diploma, but she won that battle. A win tonight would 
give her spending money for a woman's basic necessity - 
clothes. She knew that only a minor portion would be 


used for clothes. She had to keep the rest for economic 
self-protection since there were still two thousand miles 


to go. This was a fight she had to win. 


CHAPTER NINETEEN 


Complications 


The next morning after the match was set, the pro- 
moter was sitting in Martha Doyle's office and not liking 
what he was hearing. 

“Even if I approved, which I don't, you can't hold a 
naked wrestling match in a public place,” stated the Elm- 
town Chief of Police. 

“I have to agree,” added Mrs. Doyle. “The Saturday 
night fee for gym rental is very generous. But naked 
wrestling, and in a high school at that...” She shook her 
head no with absolute finality. 


“Any place else, I can hold it?” was Burke's plea. He 
saw a financial killing, slipping away. 

“Pm opposed to the whole idea, and I’m sure Mayor 
Hill will agree with me.” The Chief added his own “no” 
head shake. 

“Martha, are you as adamant in your opposition?” 

“Not really. I believe people can do what they want 
and see what they want. But this can not be held ina 
public place.” 

“Then a private place?” 

The Chief answered. “Mr. Burke, the only structure 
around here that is big enough to hold a crowd would 
be a barn. And you know that is out of the question. No 
farmer is going to turn his barn upside down for a mob. 
Besides, it would open him up to severe criticism. Ihe 
only person in this town who has the gumption to do 
what she wants is sitting before you.” 

“Then it’s a no go.” 

“Pm afraid so,” added the Chief. He started to feel 
sorry for the promoter’s disappointment. “Sure was an 
opportunity for our Cindy.” Then he got an idea. “There's 
always the Elmtown Woman's Club. It has a facility that 
is big enough. To hold a small crowd, at least.” 

“Great, where is it?” 


“Youre sitting over it.” 

“What are you talking about?” 

Martha intervened. “Henry, the Club’s meetings are 
held in the basement of this house.” 

“Correction. Mansion,” interrupted the Chief. 

“Mansion then. Because of the huge floor area of 
this mansion, the basement is quite large. But it’s not big 
enough to get a crowd the size you need to make a 
profit.” 

“Not if I charge the five to fifteen dollars for the reg- 
ular show. But I bet I can get $100 for ringside seats and 
$90 for the next row, and no ticket would sell for less 
than $25.” 

“Hed get it, Martha. Your basement would be 
jammed.” 

“Tell you what, Mrs. Doyle. Pll rent your basement 
at a reduced rate, but still generous, and you can still get 
that athletic equipment for the high school.” 

“Mr. Burke, to repeat myself, you have got a deal. 
What do you need from me?” 

“I need a regulation size boxing ring built in your 
basement.” 

“For wrestling?” was the Chief’s puzzled reply. 

Doyle explained, “Every high school P.E. depart- 


ment has a manual of regulations and dimensions for 
athletic facilities. Ihe specs for a boxing ring would be 
in them, wrestling, maybe not.” She turned to the man- 
ager. “Henry, you'll have your regulation boxing ring.” 
She turned and picked up the phone. “Please excuse me, 
I’ve got a lot of calls to make.” 

It was a Saturday and a lot had to be done. The Pres- 
ident of the Elmtown Woman's Club called her mem- 
bers whose husbands were carpenters or pipe fitters or 
carpet installers and told them to deliver their spouses 
and tools at the Doyle mansion. 

She gave them one hour and everyone complied. Si- 
mons, the high school director of female athletics was 
called at home. 

“Yes, I’ve got the manual of boxing ring specifica- 
tions and diagrams in the house,” Ruth answered. With 
manual in hand, Ruth Simons was off to the town’s only 
hardware store for turnbuckles, iron pipes for corner 
posts, lumber, nails, nuts, bolts, floor padding and canvas. 
Martha’ gardener, who was once a boxer, was sent to the 
city for a set of four Everlast vertical corner cushions. 
Otherwise, it would have taken a week to get delivery to 
the Elmtown athletic store. Everyone involved was 
promised free admission with ringside seats if the project 


was finished on time. At first Burke screamed bloody 
murder when he found out, but he quickly realized the 
regulation ring was being fabricated from scratch and 
these professionals would bring it in on time. 

With the construction of the combination boxing 
and wrestling ring, the stage was set for the clash of 
white versus black. But that is as far as it goes. It was not 
a battle of good versus evil. Both girls were strongly mo- 
tivated and the word that drove them to such desperate 
measures was simply called: Escape. However, to each 
girl the word had a different meaning, but the same re- 
sult. 

That evening both young women, actually matured 
girls, climbed through the ropes and went to their re- 
spective corners and stood there waiting for the sound 
of the bell. 

“Clang” rang out throughout the basement. No me- 
dieval trumpet this, but still a clarion call to action. The 
meeting of metal hammer upon metal brass, the sound 
and fury of battle, soon to be replaced by the grunts and 
hiss of naked female combat. 


CHAPTER TWENTY 


The First Fall 


With the clang of the bell, both women advanced 
towards center ring for the first time. Now both girls 
were facing a dilemma, as well as each other. Neither 
knew how strong nor how quick the other was. Blondie 
had seen Blackie in action, but that was rehearsed fakery. 
This was to the brutal finish. 

Therefore, their eyes gave mutual consent to begin 
the evening's struggle in the classic starting position. 
They leaned into each other, both arms wrapped around 
their opponent's back with heads resting upon the other's 


shoulder. Then they started pushing with their legs, try- 
ing to either back the other up, or down. This is how they 
took the other's measure. In time the one with the 
strongest legs or torso, or both, would overpower the 
other. They silently strained at this position for approxi- 
mately 30 seconds. 

Members of the audience were not so silent as the 
overheard comments typify: “Jack, now that this Corpo- 
ral has to fight for real for money, we'll see what's she's 
made of.” 

“Frank, you can see what's she's made of, she doesn't 
have any clothes on to hide it.” 

Other comments werent so kind: “David, to think 
that our own Cynthia is as naked as a jay bird and is 
going to wrestle that black woman.” 

“Andrew, jay birds have feathers, they're not naked.” 

“No matter, David. What does matter is that black 
woman is wrestling Cindy, and getting paid for it. Hells 
bells, I'd pay to wrestle that blond bombshell.” 

“Shut up, Andrew; hot damn! Will you look at that!” 

What he got excited about was the Negress was 
starting to crumble under the relentless pressure on her 
shoulders. Her knees started to buckle and in response 
to this, the blond rose up to her toes and started to push 


downward. Which is exactly what the Corporal wanted 
her to do. Instantly Smith fell backwards, pulling Adams 
down with her. As the Corporal dropped, she slammed 
a foot into Cindy's stomach, thrust up with her leg, and 
using the white breasts as handles, flipped the flabber- 
gasted blond over the top to land with a crash on her 
back. 

Fortunately, Burke had asked to change some of ring 
specifications, which were incorporated. The fabricators 
had added a couple of inches of foam padding on the 
floor and then covered the canvas cover with tied down 
cloth padding. The pads that were normally used to pro- 
tect furniture were lent for the night by the local mover. 
Now employed to protect the wrestlers, they quickly 
were subjected to their first test. They worked, as did 
Smith. The combination of the foot in the gut and flying 
through the air with the greatest of unease to slam onto 
the floor stunned Adams for a few seconds. But that is 
all the Corporal needed. She grabbed one of the blond's 
arms and thrust it between her lower thigh and upper 
calf. Then she sat down on Cynthia's face and leveraged 
the other arm between her other leg. Now Smith was in 
the drivers seat, but from the blond's point of view it was 
the seat of the driver that was on her. However the po- 


sition was viewed, the situation enabled the Corporal to 
look down the length of Cindy’s torso, now fully exposed 
(in more ways than one) and open to attack. And attack 
she did, as Smith's smile showed she enjoyed her work 
as she squeezed out the first win of the match. 

“You sure fell for that one,” taunted Smith as she 
squeezed her opponent’s firm melons. And that was the 
truth. After 30 seconds, the Negress feigned weakness 
and used the blond's sudden surge of overconfidence 
against her. The irony was the sudden surge of overcon- 
fidence now felt by Smith would cause her to lose the 
second fall in a shorter span of time. 


CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE 


A Quick Loss 


After the first fall, both girls went to their respective 
corners and sat down for the mandatory five minute rest. 
The reason it was mandatory was because the promoter 
had set up a beer bar in the corner of the basement and 
that gave the audience enough time to buy a refill. 

Each girl was allowed one second in their corner. 
This one second was not a measure of time but the meas- 
ure of position of the woman who was taking care of her 
charge. As each girl sat on her stool she was given water 
to drink and was toweled dry of sweat. 


Smith's second was Major Punishment Lee. Each 
was the other's best friend. Ihe irony was they fought 
each other like wildcats in the oil pit (or so it seemed to 
the audience) while in actuality they cared deeply about 
the other’s welfare. 

Adams’ second was a high school wrestling team- 
mate named Chiquita Delgato. Because of her Spanish 
ethnicity, she was also known as “The Chiquita Banana’. 
She was a maid in the Doyle household. Later we shall 
hear more of her. But now we are concerned with the 
present and after five minutes the clang of the bell made 
the present, now. 

This time the humiliated Adams approached her op- 
ponent tentatively. Sensing her timidity the Corporal 
thrust out her hand to grasp the blond’s blond hair. In a 
continuous fluid motion, Adams leaned forward and to 
the left; grasped the brown arm, yanked it downward, 
and lifted her right knee square into the belly of the bent 
over Negress. Smith promptly dropped to her knees. 
Cindy then grabbed her by the hair and slammed her to 
the floor’s padded moving van mats. 

Then she pinned each arm between her legs and sat 
down upon the brown face. What Adams did to the arms 
was a fair turnabout, as was her position. That is, she had 


the same control over her opponent as Smith previously 
did, but Cindy was facing in the opposite direction. 

“She's got me now,” thought Smith as she watched 
Adams grip both of her wrists for the final part of the 
pindown. The only part of her face that was exposed were 
her eyes and forehead. Adams was looking at Simons, 
the referee, and didnt notice the fear that bulged out 
from Smiths eyes. 

Cindy had to lean backwards to grip the brown 
melons. The Negress was now as exposed as the blond 
had been, but Adams was not in a position to observe it. 
But she felt it as she felt her. She too took her time to 
squeeze out her first win and tie the match at one win 
apiece. Now the Corporal was getting a taste of her own 
medicine and it was salty, as both fighters were beginning 
to sweat from the exertion. 


CHAPTER TWENTY -TWO 


They Fight For Money 


While taking their second five minute break, each 
woman eyed the other with renewed respect. This third 
fall would go to the stronger or swifter, not the craftier. 
Smarts had won an easy victory for each fighter. Now 
they were going to earn their prize money. Pride had not 
entered into the equation, as these women were in the 
ring to fight for money. This was no sport, this was eco- 
nomic survival. 

All too soon, there was that clang again. They met 
in center ring and cautiously circled each other. The Cor- 


poral faked a jumping leap at Cindy which straightened 
her up from her crouch. Swiftly going underneath, Smith 
slammed her shoulder into the blond's midriff and pro- 
pelled her backwards against the ropes. When Adams 
rebounded off the strands, Smith turned around and 
used the stunned blond's forward momentum to force 
her to fall on top of her back. To help matters along for 
the flip over her back, she grabbed the blond hair with 
her right hand and slipped her left arm under Cindy's 
left shoulder. 

This was the leverage needed to flip the hapless girl 
through the air and send her arching towards a very un- 
happy landing. 

“Got to get away,” thought Adams, as she went over 
the top. Her shoulders and upper back slammed into the 
padding and she could hear her vertebrae sounding like 
a breakfast cereal as they went snap, crackle and pop. 

After she bounced off the padding, Cynthia tried to 
roll out of danger. The black python struck with snake- 
like quickness and Adams found two powerful thighs 
wrapped around her neck. 

“Gotcha,” exalted Corporal Punishment. 

“Oh sweet Jesus, she’s got a killer hold on my neck,” 
grunted Adams. Positioned as she was, the blond was 


pinned into helplessness. Her left arm was pinned under 
Smith's butt. Her right arm was pinned under a heavy 
upper thigh. The decision of what to do with her oppo- 
nent was firmly in Punishment's hands. Correction, legs. 

Then the principal of economics entered into the 
equation. Up until this moment, each girl had won $200. 
There was the win of a $100 plus the $100 bonus for at- 
tacking the other's femininity to force the submission. 
Now a win for Smith would double the $100 first win 
to an additional $200. If she choked Cindy into uncon- 
sciousness, the additional $200 was all she would get. But 
she wasn't in any hurry as Adams had no place to go, if 
she were so inclined. Which, of course, she was. She 
would have been the first to volunteer that anywhere was 
better than this. 

“How to get that bonus $100,” played on Smith’s 
mind. Her thighs were covering the blond’s chest, con- 
sequently they were unavailable for attack. While look- 
ing down the length of her helpless opponent’s body a 
light went off in her head. 

“Of course, how stupid of me,” she thought as a cruel 
smile slashed across her face. She reached over with her 
left hand and grabbed a handful of protective golden 
fleece, burrowed past and gripped with steel fingers, to 


put it as crudely as Smith’s hands: Pussy. Not only did 
the Corporal put her hands crudely on Cindy's mound 
of Venus she also put them on cruelly. 

But not right away. First she stroked the pubic V 
until she could feel Cindy's clitoris stiffen with excite- 
ment. Then she started squeezing and releasing the 
throbbing clit, slowly, but rhythmically. Then she in- 
creased the tempo, and the pressure. She only needed 
two minutes of this to force a scream of submittal from 


the blond. 


CHAPTER TWENTY -THREE 


Squeeze Play 


The clang of the bell propelled the two women to- 
wards center ring to start the finish of fall four. Even 
though they had just been dried off, rivulets of perspira- 
tion were starting to run down their bodies and faces. 
They started out with the same classic embrace that 
began the match. This time each girl kept her legs in- 
clined behind her so the other couldn't trip her onto the 
mat. Cindy spoke first. 


“There's got to be an easier way to make a living.” 


“This isn’t living, this is torture,” replied Smith. 

Ihe blond's voice dropped to a whisper, “I'll admit, 
I’m exhausted, but I'm the better woman and will beat 
you.” 

“Pm just as tired, but if you think you're so tough 
prove it by putting your tits on the line.” 

“What the hell are you talking about?” snapped 
Cindy. 

“A squeeze off. We stand here and squeeze one tit 
until one gives. Doesn't take much effort but sure proves 
who’ the better woman. You talk the talk. Let's see if you 
can walk the walk.” 

“Let’s get it on, Blackie.” Which is what they did. 
They stood there, left arm around the other’s neck, the 
right hand squeezing their rival’s left breast. 

‘They started slowly at first, fingers probing for weak 
spots. Hanging as they were, both girls’ melons were at 
their most vulnerable. Soon the fingers were working 
past the protective fat and muscle as they searched for 
the dormant, but still sensitive milk ducts. 

“Ahh,” gasped Adams as she felt Smith’s fingers dis- 
cover and crush one of her glands. The pain spurred her 
on to squeeze all the harder. 

“Sheeit,” grunted Smith as she felt a duct collapse 


deep inside her chest. Locked as they were the only 
sounds that emanated from the ring were grunts and 
groans, mixed with hisses and gasps. Painfully soon, the 
Corporal realized she wouldn't be able to beat the blond. 
She didn't hear it, she felt it. Every time she found a duct 
and crushed it, Adams wouldn't back off. Instead each 
time she was hurt, Cynthia squeezed all the harder. 
Smith was faced with the dilemma of hurting Adams so 
bad that she would in turn beat the Negress even worse. 

“You're going down, Blackie,” hissed Cindy. She was 
right. Punishment’s knees were buckling and Cynthia 
was starting to push down. And that gave the Negress 
the excuse to break out of the embrace. She dropped to 
her knees, pulling the blond on top of her. Cindy let go 
and put her hands out to break her fall. As she hit the 
floor the brunette pounced and got Blondie’s face be- 
tween her legs. However, Cindy was able to swing up 
with her legs and encase Smith’s face between her thighs. 
Within seconds the two women were locked into an- 
other embrace. Adams rotated her body and exposed one 
breast. But it also exposed one of Smith's mammaries. 
Cindy couldn't see it, but she could feel it, and feel it she 
did. 

Feel is not the word. She mangled it. The brunette 


retaliated as savagely as she could, but the outcome was 
quickly decided as the blond had the tougher set of boo- 
bies. Trapped in the classic 69 position, the Corporal 
couldn't escape the legs wrapped around her head and 
the hand around her breast. “Give,” bellowed Smith, end- 
ing the round. 

Lee had to help Smith to her corner as she staggered 
across the ring, weak from the exhausting pain her chest 
had just been subjected to. Lee had to use two towels to 
dry her friend, the Corporal was sweating that profusely. 
She gulped down the water at such a rate that the Ko- 
rean had to take the bottle away from her. Both knew 
that too much water combined with pressure on her gut 
would bring it back up, but Punishment didnt care. Lee 
did. 

“That honky has tough tits,” wheezed Smith. 

“Don't worry Corporal, you'll nail her this time. Then 
we can all go to the motel and get drunk. Just be careful, 
this last fall is for all the marbles.” 

“Yeah, marbles. Pll need them because I don't have 
any left. That slut Blondie has pounded all of mine out 
of my head. I don't know if I had any marbles to begin 
with, my agreeing to the stupid match.” 

“Come on, Corporal. You've already won a pile of 


money. This win will be the frosting on the cake.” 

“Cake, that was my problem. I thought this bitch 
was going to be a cream puff. A hard tit squeeze and 
shed deflate.” 

“That'1l teach you to take your competition so 
lightly.” Smith sighed her agreement. Then she leaned 
back against the ropes as Lee finished toweling her dry. 
“Consider me taught,” she whispered, to no one in par- 
ticular. Lee heard her friend and smiled with sympathy. 
She turned around and looked at the opposite side and 
saw that the womanly chatter wasn't confined to this cor- 
ner of the ring. 

“Hang in there, Cynthia. You won that last one, and 
you ll finish her off. She's exhausted and will be cautious, 
so go right at her.” Chiquita was arm-waving excited. 

“What the hell do you think Iam?” snapped Adams. 
“Fresh as a morning robin.” ‘Then she reflected upon 
what she said. “Good analogy, robin; because this is for 
the birds.” 

“That’s funny Cindy. When you still have your sense 
of humor, there’s no beating you,” exhorted Chiquita. 

“Tm already beat.” 

“You're quitting?” 

“Hell no, I’m just exhausted.” 


CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR 


The Climax 


“The quickest way out of here is to finish that black 
woman off, fast. There's the bell, now pound her into that 
padded mat.” 

Adams followed Delgato's advice exactly as she 
plodded towards her opponent. They met in mid-ring, 
but instead of normally circling, Cindy bore straight in 
and bear hugged her rival by wrapping her arms around 
the back of her shoulders. 

“Can we talk?” chirped Adams. 


“You motherfucking smartass!” spat out Smith. 


“Not what 1 had in mind,” she replied in that mad- 
dening cheerful chirp. “More like this!” she snarled as she 
hooked her leg behind Punishment’s, then thrust for- 
ward with the other to topple the Negress backward to- 
wards the floor. As Delgato wanted, Smith was pounded 
into the mat. She slammed into the padding and it 
helped cushion her fall. The mat had some spring to it 
and helped the Corporal to rebound off it a bit. Just in 
time to be smacked full length by the blond’s descending 
body; slamming her to the floor a second time. There was 
no rebound this time. 

“Now can we talk?” Adams wouldn't quit. 

“You're not funny, you sack of shit!” Smith wouldn't 
quit. She tried to wrap her legs around the blond’s waist 
to squeeze out a win. However, since the girls were nearly 
similar in height, all she was able to do was get them 
around her hips. To hold her in that position until she 
figured out what to do, Smith grabbed a handful of 
Cindy’s hair, and wrapped her other arm around the back 
of her neck. Adams followed suit. 

They had now jointly maneuvered themselves into 
an intimate stalemate. Adams made it even more inti- 
mate by starting to grind her pussy against Smith's. 

“What the fuck are you doing?” hissed Punishment 


into Cindy’s ear. 

“Exactly that,” panted Adams. 

“TI be fucked. Hell, that's what's happening. To me! 
Blondie, you're woman-fucking me in front of all these 
damn people. Are you out of your fucking mind?” 

“You're fond of that word, arent you, Blackie,” 
grunted Cynthia. 

“Yeah, when it’s some Black stud doing it to me. Not 
some bull dyke lesbian trying to get her rocks off, on my 
pussy.” 

“Tm no more a lesbian than you are, Blackie.” 

“Then what are you doing, motherfucker?” 

“I didnt know you were a mother.” 

“Don't wise-guy me, you honky. Answer me or PI 
punch your goddamn lights out.” Then Smith realized 
that was exactly what Adams wanted her to do. She was 
trying to goad the Negress into such a rage that she 
would slug Cindy and be immediately disqualified and 
lose the fight. Burke had been adamant on that point 
when he explained the rules. Ihe girls could use knees 
and elbows on each other, but a punch or a kick meant 
instant disqualification. 

“Thou shalt not strike with thy fist nor thy foot. That 


is the eleventh commandment, and whosoever should 


break this law, thy act will gain thee naught.” Thus 
speaketh Sir Henry Burke. “Besides, girls, such blows can 
result in broken teeth. “That's the main reason.” Henry 
did speak the truth. 

Smith concluded that Adams felt a belt on the face 
was worth a thousand bucks. “You clever bitch, I see 
through you. I’m not going to play your game. But to 
prove I’m the better woman, I’m going to woman-fuck 
you so hard you're going to cum in your pants. If you had 
any on.” 

“You're on,” snarled Adams. 

During the rest periods, the basement lights were 
put on so people could move around and buy beer or go 
to the bathroom. When the girls were fighting, the only 
lights that were on were the overhead spotlights, which 
illuminated only the ring in a harsh glare. Although all 
the basement lights were off, any observer could easily 
spot the whites in everyone’s eyes. They had grown to the 
size of saucers as they stared in dumbfounded amaze- 
ment at the two girls humping each other in broad spot- 
light. 

“What is her game now,” thought the Corporal. “I 
saw through her last gambit. Then she quickly accepted 
my challenge. Too quickly to suit me. I was only putting 


her on, trying to make her feel stupid. Now she's making 
us both look stupid. Worse, ludicrous. Wonder what 
those yokels are thinking? What is Adams thinking?” 

“Petit mal,” was what Adams was thinking. The 
French word for a woman's orgasm. In the literal French 
it means ‘small illness’ and medically describes a mild 
epileptic seizure. Sexually and physically the character- 
istics are similar. There is a mild convulsive seizure with 
a transient clouding of consciousness. This was the key 
to the door of stalemate. Right now neither girl had the 
advantage. Even though Cindy was on top of Punish- 
ment, the way their legs were tangled and arms around 
each other’s neck, combined with hands tangled in hair, 
they were essentially stalemated. 

Back in ‘69 Irving Wallace wrote a book called “The 
Seven Minutes’. Just the year has sexual innuendos that 
boggle the mind. It’s a novel about an erotic book that 
describes what goes on in a woman's head during the 
seven minutes of steady lovemaking she needs to achieve 
an orgasm. It is generally believed that approximately 
seven minutes is the time required to achieve climax for 
the majority of women who are orgasmic. Smith had 
never counted before, and wasn't counting now, but she 
only needed a little more than a minute to become an 


exploding star. The problem with supernovas is after they 
explode outward, most of their mass and energy is dissi- 
pated and what remains will collapse inward. 

“Pm going to make you a star,” thought Adams as 
she went on the offensive and attacked her rival’s clitoris 
with her own. She felt Smith’s pelvic mound responding 
as her excited clitoris counter-attacked. The fight had de- 
generated into the battle of the clits. A meeting of gold 
and black; of soft and coarse; of victory over desire; of 
desire over victory; as their pubic hair mashed and min- 
gled and became one. Ihe two women had become as 
one, locked in the embrace of passion as well as each 
other's arms and legs. 

The scene was eerie as the audience sat hushed. The 
only sounds were emanating from center stage. This was 
no longer a wrestling ring, it had been transfigured into 
a stage, and upon this platform of passion the antagonists 
were performing their final scene. Smith knew deep in 
her soul that Adams had some black thought, a malevo- 
lent motive for the grinding of her mons veneris against 
hers, but she was unable to determine where their mutual 
actions would lead and incapable of backing down. Frus- 
trated by her foe’s motives, she thrust her pelvis all the 
harder against the blond’s female penis. Then it began to 


happen, and as it happened Smith understood. But it was 
too late. 

“Oh my god, here it comes,” gasped the Corporal. 

“No Blackie, here you cum,” sneered Blondie. Al- 
though they were breast to breast Adams could feel the 
Corporal's heart hammering as it increased in its rate of 
beat and intensity. Her pants of exertion had suddenly 
became spasmodic gasps. 

The Corporal alternately gulped vast quantities of 
air and expelled it in explosive hot bursts that blasted 
against the blond's head. “Cant do this,” the Negress 
croaked through her constricted throat. “Got to stop, got 
to stop, Smith grunted as she tried to fight off the surg- 
ing climactic tidal wave that was bearing down upon her. 
First there were the swells. These slow waves of passion 
started in her groin and rolled up her body to crash 
against her mind. The waters receded, the trough soon 
filled with an even larger swell of desire that approached, 
grew, loomed over that shoreline of sanity for an instant, 
then collapsed upon her. Finally, there it was, the tidal 
wave of such magnitude that no physical nor imagined 
seawall could constrain. Smith felt wave after wave of 
contractions sweeping over her head. She was drowning 
in the foam of orgasmic passion. “You scheming bitch, I 


know what you're doing,” she screeched. 

“Gotcha,” shouted Cindy as she saw, and more im- 
portantly felt, her foe’s body shudder in an epileptic fit, 
then suddenly stiffen into unmoving rigidity. Adams 
watched her wide open eyes. They stared at the ceiling 
and saw nothing. 

“Eeeeaaaahhhaaa,” hissed past clinched teeth as the 
last remaining energy from the exploded star was ex- 
pelled into the night. Ihen the drained residue of this 
heavenly body collapsed as the Negress went limp in the 
blond’s arms. 

Only for a moment, but it was long enough. By sheer 
will power, the Corporal forced herself out of semi-con- 
sciousness and tried to react. But because of the catatonic 
rigidity her muscles were subjected to, they momentarily 
lost their flexibility. Between the two moments of regain- 
ing alertness and reuse of muscles the battle was lost. 
Cynthia pounced for the kill by going the opposite di- 
rection. She first sprang up to her feet, then came down 
and wrapped her thighs around the sides of Punish- 
ment’s head. She then grabbed her wrists and stretched 
the arms forward; observed from above, the Black’s body 
looked like a Y. 

“Damn the hundred bucks, this fucking fight has to 


be ended by a knockout,” swore Cynthia. To give action 
to the words the blond made sure her mound of venus 
and pudendum covered Smith’s entire face. The pliable 
flesh covered her nose and mouth with suffocating soft- 
ness. The firm, yet also pliant, smothering inner thighs 
gripped the sides of the Corporal’s head, preventing it 
from twisting away to seek out that life sustaining ele- 
ment - oxygen. Ihe end came quicker than when she had 
cum. The Negress thrashed about for a half a minute, 
each attempt more feeble than the last. Finally she was 
still. The concerned referee walked over to Cindy. 

“You've won. Get off her, now!” barked Simons. 

The sun was setting on Smith’s consciousness. In the 
deepening twilight she heard the referee’s voice. Then all 
became dark as she descended into the blackness of 
mental night. 

The human chromosome contains approximately 20 
billion bits of information. Dr. Carl Sagan has calculated 
that this is equivalent to 4000 books at 500 pages each. 
The capacity is there, all that is needed is something to 
be written on the pages. And that writing is called expe- 
rience. The capacity of this vast library to grow has 
spawned the theory that all of the experiences of our dis- 
tant ancestors can be passed forward from one genera- 


tion to the next. Each new generation has stored in their 
brain all the accumulated knowledge and experiences of 
previous generations. The tantalizing question is, where 
is the key to unlock the door to these ancient archives? 


CHAPTER TWENTY -FIVE 


What Goes Around, Comes Around 


‘What the hammer? What the chain? 
In what furnace was thy brain? 
What the anvil? What dread grasp 
Dare its deadly terrors clasp?’ 


— William Blake “The Tyger’ 


She seemed to be out for only a moment. Then the 
Negress opened her eyes to glaring sunshine. She was 
flat on her back and as she looked about she saw a circu- 
lar stone wall that surrounded her. It was about twelve 


feet high and peering over the walls were men and 
women dressed in exquisite clothes. Behind them were 
more rows of people, all intently watching her. It looked 
like some type of ancient arena and she was in its center. 
It was a small circular pit. 

The sun glinted on gold and silver jewelry. The 
sparkle hurt her eyes as she quickly rose to her feet and 
stared. 

She looked down and saw she was standing on dense 
and well manicured grass. She looked forward and saw 
a nude woman of about 25 advancing toward her. She 
had a dark olive skin complexion that shone with the 
sheen of perspiration. Her head was crowned with 
straight raven-black hair that fell to her shoulders. She 
was obviously of Mediterranean origin. 

From the position of her fists she was just as obvi- 
ously about to strike the Negress. She backed up but the 
circular walled pit she was standing in was only about 
twenty feet across and didn't leave much room for ma- 
neuver. That seemed to be the principle of its design. 
After a few backward steps her back bumped against the 
wall. She scooted to the side and retreated to the center 
of the pit. 

She looked at the leather covered hands that were 


tracking her then looked at her own. ‘They too wore 
gloves of brown leather. A light soft leather encased each 
finger and thumb. It was attached to a heaver stiff leather 
that started where the fingers were connected to the 
hand knuckles. An internal strip of light horsehair 
padding ran across these knuckles. The heavier leather 
covered the entire hand, even the palm, and extended 
past the wrist. Its stiffness almost eliminated any form 
of wrist movement. Leather straps were attached to the 
glove and held in place with copper rivets. The straps 
crisscrossed each other as they made their way up the 
forearm. These leather bindings were joined together, just 
below the elbow, by more copper rivets. Once the metal 
was hammered home, the gloves could not be removed 
except by the cutting of the straps. 

The Negress saw that the soles of her feet were pro- 
tected by leather sandals and were held in place by 
leather straps which crisscrossed their way up the calf, 
and were fastened together, just below the knee by more 
of those copper rivets. 

But it was the color of the forearms and torso and 
legs that shocked her. They were black. Not the mulatto 
brown she remembered that constituted her diluted 


color. She checked the rest of her body and saw that she 


too was stripped. All of her was black, African black. She 
looked up just in time to see a fist wham into the side of 
her cheek. She fell backward to the grass. 

The blow knocked some sense of time and place into 
her, as the Negress now recalled her present situation. 
She was an African princess. Her father, the king, had 
rebelled against some power, she wasnt sure which, or 
why. But the result was his tribe had been overwhelmed, 
and as one of the spoils of war she had been sold to the 
Minoans as a slave. 

She spied the headband on the woman which iden- 
tified her as a member of royalty. Then with her own fin- 
gers she touched her forehead and removed her 
headband. The writing across it identified her as a slave 
princess. She put it back on. That was it, one member of 
royalty was literally “pitted” against another member. 
Princess versus princess. But it ended there. On Crete 
one woman resided while the other slaved. The Minoan 
was fighting for sport. The Black was fighting for her 
very life of freedom. 

In contrast, if this royal woman who resided on the 
island of Crete lost the match, all that would be lost was 
a contest and some dignity. Ihe winds would propel her 
away from this island in Bronze Age luxury to the 


emerging nations of Greece and Persia. Or to the mature 
kingdom of Egypt to watch a pyramid being built, or to 
the richest of cities, Troy. If the Negress lost, she would 
lose the only chance to win her freedom. She would be 
a slave on this island until she died, which was a living 
death to such a free-spirited woman as herself. She rolled 
toward the wall to gain some distance. 

“Got to finish her off,” she muttered as she rose up 
and supported herself on her hands and knees. Looking 
up she saw her tormentor rapidly closing the distance 
and scrambled to her feet. While backing up she saw 
how swollen and bruised her opponent's breasts were and 
the Negress remembered her strategy. She was concen- 
trating on her chest while the Minoan had been ham- 
mering at her belly. 

She had a few moments to size up her opponent. 
This Cretan was a powerful woman. Not in her political 
connections, which she probably had, but in her build. 
She had done some form of strenuous exercise to build 
up her shoulders, arms and legs. She was stocky with 
wide hips, full thighs and large breasts, but she wasnt fat. 
She was also a little shorter. In contrast the Negress saw 
that she was well muscled, taller and of medium build. 

“Ahg,” exclaimed the Negress as a right to the face 


punched her mental meanderings from her brain. She 
countered with a left hook to her opponent's left breast. 

“Oomph,” the raven-haired beauty grunted, and in 
reply countered with a underhanded roundhouse right 
that landed square on the African’s furry triangle. 

“Ahh,” she gasped. The shock to her clit froze her 
long enough for her opponent to bury a left fist just 
above the protective pubic bone of the African princess. 
The Negress tried to block the punch but the cumulative 
effect of head and body blows had so slowed her reac- 
tions that all she had time to do was tense her lower 
stomach muscles and take the blow. To her horror they 
wouldn't respond. The gut muscles had been so battered 
and bruised that they refused to react. 

“Muscles, don't fail me now,” she pleaded. Through 
sheer willpower the African tried to override the protest- 
ing stomach muscles. They received the message from 
the mind and tried to obey, but it was hopeless as they 
twitched once then relaxed. A fraction of a second later, 
hard knuckles pushed them aside as the fist sank deeply 
into her lower viscera and exploded against her womb 
and ovaries. 

“Ahaaa,” cried the Negress as she dropped to her 


knees. Seeing this, the crowd came alive and started 


chanting “Decision, Decision.” Two heads in the pit 
turned toward the Minoan King, one in triumph, the 
other in despair. He looked at his Queen. She thought 
for a moment, then gave the turned down thumb signal 
to end it. The woman complied by smashing a fist into 
the Blacks face that stretched her out flat. The pain that 
throbbed against the side of her face was nothing com- 
pared to the agony in her lower belly which was excru- 
ciating. She rolled onto her side, drew her knees up to 
her chest in the prenatal position and held her guts with 
both hands. 

“Damned gloves,” she cursed. The leather gloves pre- 
vented the fingers from doing any good. All she wanted 
was for someone to cut away the straps so she could re- 
move the unfeeling gloves and massage away her defeat 
with unburdened hands. The pain had so paralyzed her 
female desire to continue that she made no attempt to 
get up. Her opponent’s strategy was the right one. Her 
constant punches had broken down the wall of muscle 
that protected the essence of her femininity. Ihe Negress 
had attacked her opponent's external femininity, and the 
Minoan in return had attacked her internal womanhood. 
That final punch to the core of her femaleness had 
knocked out all desire, even for freedom. Her female go- 


nads, the ovaries, felt as if they were crushed. Her uterus 
was aflame with pain. 

“Pve lost,” she thought, as the magnitude of the 
words seared her mind with a heat vastly greater than 
the blaze of the overhead sun. She rolled over onto her 
back and looked at the cloudless blue sky, her eyes tear- 
ing from the glare of the midday circle of yellow blind- 
ness. Ihe African covered her eyes with her left hand as 
she sobbed away her defeat. 

Through this veil of tears a butterfly flew into her 
line of sight, briefly hovered above her face, then fluttered 
freely away. 

It was a beautiful day. And she had lost. Both she 
and that sweet butterfly had briefly had their moment in 
the sun. Then the sky darkened and she slipped into 
pain-defeating unconsciousness. 

“Smith, wake up, dammit!” It was Lee’s voice. Then 
the smelling salts nipped at her sinus, and pulled the 
Corporal from the darkness into the light of full con- 
sciousness. “You were something. Out cold, yet you got 
onto your hands and knees and muttered something like, 
‘Got to finish her off,’ even after you had lost.” 

The Major shook her head in disbelief. “Lost, but 
wouldn't stay down. My god, what guts.” 


The promoter was now at her side, looking very con- 
cerned. Actually, it was more like puzzlement as he asked, 
“Smith, you were iced, yet you tried to get up. Where 
were you?” 


The End - For Corporal Punishment 
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